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MIDDLE MIE.

days of fair midsummer tlmel
O days of prose, of peace, of calm!

Bow when 1 seek the blue sen w c,
It Is for comfort and tor clams,

And not M follow prcttr itoso.
With glasses on her piquant nose.

Hot to obey her queenW nod,
Not to spend hours before tho glass

Ida anting of wondrous tie
, Whloh shall my ris al's tie surpass,
And envy to his dark soul bring,
Although, alasl 1 can not sing.

He was a plaintive d ) otith,
Who plaved upon the light bnnlo.

And warbled 'neath tho witching moon:
"My love that lo ed me long ago,"

Till even the rocks folt his regret:
Her spectacles were glistening wet.

Tin not to wasto mi manlr strength
In rowing any lovelr maid.

Or scrambling after harebells blue
To deck her false but golden braid;

Tie not to lose my sleep for care,
Vor throbbing hope and dark despair.

Now years havo flown, and How has wed
Tho gentle routh with tolco so sad.

And I in middle-age- d peace
Vass all my days serenely glad.

The sweetness of Indifference
Is my delightful recompense

J'or all the harrowing pains t felt
Here by the water's twinkling smile,

A rest for idleness I've gained,
A heart not touched by woman's wile.

To happy rreodom 3tltl I cling.
For though I loved, I could not sing,

6". H. Swctt, In Harp"' Wcrtltf.

CONVICT NUMBER 2,319.

A Song, a Memory and a Changed
Life.

ciurTEt: I.

A pretentious mansion, pleasantly set
down In tho midst of spacious grounds,
Iwyond the noise and crowds of tho great
city, tho well-ke- lawns, neatly trimmed
hedges and smooth-rolle- d carnage ways,
thopuinness and orderly arrangement of
which are just visible in the gathering
darkness, evidence the taste and wealth of
the owner. The long lines of magnificent
elms which mark the boundaries of ths
drive, venerable in their age and grandly
massive in their size, lend an airof stability
to the whole, and here and there dense
masses of shrubbery give variety to the
Mrroundinss of the stately but showy old
mansion. A young moon, sailing swiftly
arrows a cloudy sky, casts ghostly shadows
a she plunges in and out of heavy banks

f clouas. Lights shino through all tho
windows of the mansion, within which
there is a revel and here, In rooms
bright with the flashing light from rich
tthsudelicrs, in an atmosphere heavy with
the mingled perfume of thousands of
flowers, youth and beauty and wealth and
fashion aie assembled.

There is music and joyous laughter, and
occasionally exquisite snatehesof song, and
these sounds float out thiough the open
windows and break the silence which
broods over the scene III tho comnanv
which throngs the parlors are to be found
men and womon famous in their respective
walks in life in the professions, in ait, in
politics and the ranks of commerce and
nujnce. The hostess, the wife of one of
tho most noted jurists of tho day, beams
with satisfaction as she stands to receive
her guests, or moves fiom gioup to gioup,
makintr presentations or siurcrestinc tonic
of conversation where inteiest seems to,'
nag; lor ner reception is a success

Presently, emerging from the groups,
she leads to the piano a fair young girl
wlioso appearance causes a murmur of
applause, for she is at once recognized as
one whose urtistic triumphs as an amateur
are at this hour on eveit tongue. As she
seats herself at the instrument and lets
her finders run over the keys with the ap-
parent caielessness that is born of a com-
plete mastery of the art, she strikes the
signal for a lull in the bum of conversa-
tion, and the guests gathei about her in
expectant eagerness Then, as the silence
of rapt attention settles down on the room-
ful! of people, tho artist sounds .1 brilliant
prelude. A pause of a moment follows,
and then the room is full of melody as she
breaks into glorious song.

Her selection is a spirited rondo, and the
Siite-lik- o tones fill the room with the fresh-net- x

and profusion of the lark's
melody. There is a seeming reckless-

ness in the manner in which the notes are
trilled forth, mounting higher, and grow-
ing fuller as the close of the compositijn is
reached, with a brilliant burst as the
climax, that speaks the artist confident of
ber power. She is greeted with a mm mur
of appro val as she pauses, and then with
the glow of animation and enthusiasm on
lier face she aeain begins

But now the voice has changed. It is still
the flute-lik- e waible. but dreamily and
sadly soft and low. The first melody was
the caiol of spring, with tue glorious

toe opening buds, the sweet perfume
and balmy nlrof nature's youth; the secoud
is the wail of autumn, as with mournful
face she paces the deserted gardens, her
liroath srdly waving the drooping stalks
and stiinug the stricken leaves

the while her eyes rain bitter
tears Tho first was the rejoicing of the
bridegroom, strong, manly and exuberant:
this the mourning of the widow over dead
and buried hopes and dreary desolation.
The first, tho children of Israel singing to
tW music of their timbrels on beholding
the long sought Canaan: this, Rachel
mourning for her children and refusing to
he comforted because they are not.

The last is the triumph of art, and the
singer feels it. Thought, sense and action
are nil yielded to the expression of love's
deepest and saddest impulses. The hostess
ana guests listen with pleased attention
and at tbe close tender polite congratula-
tions The artist, accustomed to such
compliments, receives them with well bred

and retires from the instru-
ment, and for all present the incident has
ended. And is this alii Can it be that In
the economy of the universe such divine
Sifts are to be thus lightly wasted tbe in-
spiration of the poet, the art of the com-
poser, and the heaven-bor- n melody of tbe
aiogerto be thrown away I Let us look
farther and see.

Out where the shadows fall deepest on
the close cut sward, ears unthougbt of by
kostess or guests have listened to tbe
singer. Crouching against the trunk of a
tree in tbe thickest gloom a mau has list-
ened with strained attention to every note.
A man a tramp, a vagabond In whose

yea is fixed a look that convicts and the
anted, whether human or brute, war.

An auditor certainly never dreamed of by
the artist. He bad crept in here when the
shadows of night were coming down.
Trudging wearily on towards the city's
lights, tbe seclusion of the place at-
tracted bim and be stole into the
steepest shadows to rest and hide.
To rest, for he is tired; to hide, for be
w hunted. He is under tba ban of the
law, be has committed crime and merits
punishment. Almost bis whole life's his-
tory is sammed up in 'these words. He is
familiar with tbe Interior of courU and
an-on- s; more familiar with them than
with the lnsides of school-bous- e or
eaurcnes. remaps one is tne complement
af the other.. The learned jurist upon
whose ground he Is sow trespassing conld
not better recite to you the list of offences
against property than this mu. He has
teen a criminal from boyhood, the records
af the courts would tell you, bat tbe courts
aveneverasaeqine question you would

jsarnaps ask why I
Fleeing tbe law's penalties, invoked by

tha commission of a troth crime, ha is
seeking the shelter of the city where, in
aha haunts of the most hardened criminals,

' will be comparatively safe from pur-asa- t.

Pausing hare, he Baa unknowingly
takes, a step towards working oat his
yoalem of life. Tba artist has sunr with-l- a

aha house to tba. surfeited ears ofan
to whom such entertainment Is

aotaovel. but loating out beyond 'them
Csawcmfti tha open windows her song has

Beached this man crouching low among
Oat areas, and heedlessly and oaraUssly as
ttsaar hare beta, seat on Ha mission, tha

wasMillshmsatot Ma jMiriKiMhMhajraa.
,., Awakened from a iWsss and

alawr Irst burst of soac.BawUjMtojUM taot ww

entto their swttts. What are roses to
suchashet More inviting would be the
stifling atmosphere of some greasy, swel-
tering den in tbe city's stums that Is now
associated with the idea of safety from the
law's sleuth-hound- Bat there Is some-
thing in the air which affects him
strangely. It impresses itself upon him
vaguely as the shadowy form of a dream.
He tosses restlessly about in his hiding
place, uneasy under this Influence. He
can not shake it off. Some memory with-
in him is stirred; he knows not how or
whv. ,

He Is not given to analylstng his feel-
ings, lie knows when be is hungry, when
he is tired, when he wants to drink', he
knows even (but this only indistinctly)
when he looks back to his childhood, which
Is seldom, that ha is troubled as he is now.
and that this trouble is the consciousness
of a face associated with those early days

a woman's lace, saa eyeaauu weary nis
mnthnr'a fara. Ah that's It. Ha suddenly
starts up as the thought flashes across his
mina. now ne Knows wnat anecis mm
is that sons;, it Is the odor of those flower.
He has heard other songs, not so well sung
perhaps, but just as fallot life and spirit
the gay choruses of companions, when ex-
hilarated with liquor and not yet brutal-
ized by it; and for him flowers ordinarily
have little attraction. It is the

of theso, with the thought of that
sad face, that brings back in an instant a
recollection. He listens, and as he listens
his thoughts turn back to the' little village
in which he was born. Ue walks through
a lane of flowers ah 1 that perfume they
are roses, and they border tho little path-
way up to tbe church door. Borne one
holds bis hand. It is that d mother.
A sound is in his ear it is the glorious
burst of choral song pouring forth thiougb
the open door of the church, Ahl those
memories, how they unnei 74 him I He is

rostrate on the sward now, and as he
Euries his face in the fresh green grass the
burden of the song pours into his ears. It
ceases. There is a murmur of volos audible
even to him, and then comes a pause, and
then the beating of his heart is almost
stilled as the first d notes of the
succeeding song fall upon his ears, and soft,
sweet and tenderly sad as the diige of the
dvinc swna the melody is borne out to
him.

The sad-eye- d mother has lone siuce
passed away from earth, leaving the child
at once her all and her shame to tbe tender
mercies of a wdrld that showed ber no
mercy, and never asked whether in her one
fault she had been most sinned against or
the sinner. None other extended protec
tion to him or claimed his duty. He knows
not the moaning of love, and never in-

curred an obligation cf gratitude. Yet
this song opens his heart, and as in a vision
there come to him remembranoos of long
forgot to 11 precepts loarned at the sad eyed
mother's knee. Long after its faintest
echo has diod away ho remains prone upon
the ground. In th train of confused emo-
tions that crowd upon him there is not
only tne memory 01 n

but the awakenin? of feellnzs that
have never before found a place in his
nearc.

Hours after tho singer's voice has ceased
this man rises, chanced in heart, with the
germ of a better life struggling into exist-
ence within him. As yet his mind is con-
fused, but one thought has seized upon it
nnd dominates all others. He will be a
man no more a ciiminal. He will try to
follow out the precepts, the remembrance
of which has thus latelv come to him. Ho
is young yet and strong. He can labor
ana reform nut tuat is not an. tie nas
boen a criminal: he has wronred society
and owes it some reparation. That debt
must be naid and then be will start clear
again. Just how he will pay it he can not
think now, but he has no doubt tho knowl-
edge of what to do, and the opportunity
will come to him.

If he can only got away from tbe con-
sequences of this last crime for which he Is
being pursued he will do something that
will take away the lapioachful look from
tbos3 sad eyes It he can eludi the vlgl-lauc- a

of the law's officers and get away
somewhere where he ca-- i wont out his rep-
aration If ah ! '"You are my pris-
oner. Put on the bracelets, Jim !"

Rudely as this is his dream broken in
upon. Almost before he is awtra of it he
is manacled in tho clutches of the law.

"To think that that dreadful man should
have boon loitering about our grounds last
night. It's shocking, John; do looknrouud
and se if any thing has boen stolen. Dear
me, I wish the police would protoct people's
property bettor. I trust the juJga will seo
to it that an example is made of this man."

Thus rattles on the hostess of the last
night, she who invoked the genius of song
which enthralled this dangerous criminal,
when on tbe day following she discusses
the arrest made in the grounds of her
mansion some time after the departure of
her guests.

ciuPTi'nn.
"How say you, prisoner guilty or not

guilty ("
The judge's tones are sharp. There is a

business-lik- e ring to his words. He is
anxious to get through with this case, as
there can be but one ending to It. the evi-
dence is so clear. Why then should there
be any delay over a mere formality I The
dingy little court room is crowded, its
atmosphere not the most congenial, while
outside there is the summer air, the bright
sunshine. Why then linger over this caso !

It is only one criminal who is to get his
deserts only one mau to be takeu away
from these fresh fields, that bright sun
shine, the songs of the birds, the swoot
stents ortne.meaaows, ana immurea Demna
stono walls and iron bars. Hei e be sits.
RoDlvinir to the formal Immirv of the
judge, he has just pleaded -- not guilty."
That also is a mere form followed only at
tbe suggestion of the d attorney
appointed by the court as a matter of form
to look after the prisoner's interests. He
knows more is no cnance ot escape an 11 ne
knows also how merciless the law is to such
as he. He has wafted for this hour, not
with anv hone, but with a dull sort of
resignation, as one stage to be passed. He
has already sounded tbe blackest depths of
despair and y lies in the abyss with
upcurnea eyes waning tor tue inevuauie
waiting as might have waited some

victim of the Inquisition, who
with a daily terror watched tbe walls of
his cell close in about him. and hourly
counted tbe tractions of the inches of
breathing space yet left bim.

A strange metamorphosis has been
wrought in him since he came into court
this morning. He has become posssessed
of a double consciousness. He stands here
awaiting trial and condemnation, but an-
other self is far away, out of the reach of
turnkeys and gyves, beyond tha limita-
tions of iron bars and stone walls. One of
his two selves is trammeled by the body
and remains in the dock ; the other ranges
the universe. One is machantcally atten-
tive to all that is going on in the court
room; the other is cognizant of occur-
rences of the past and reviews the present
and future. With this last self at one mo-
ment every thing swims about, the spec-
tators, judge and jurors whirling in a wild,
mad dance; at another tbe crowd presses
in upon him until be gasps for breath; now
he is at tbe bottom of a deep pit where the
death-lik- e stillness almost makes his brain
giddy ; anon, a confused murmur is borne
to his ears, at first like the' pattering of the
rain drops on a dusty road, than like tbe
crash of thunder in a forest. He is look-
ing at tba spectators and tbe hnndreds ot
faces astern to bublendlnx into one huge
countenance, .with myriad eyes, glinting
and glistening and sending darts to his
very souL 1

Ha, while be is racked with this mind
torture, is ohvaicallr awake to the slightest
movement in the court room. He notices
that tbe judge's whiskers are longer and
whiter on one side tbau on the other, and
mentally goes through tbe opsratlon of
arranging them; he u acutely observant
of tbe actions of three pr four newspaper
reporters, who, used to such scenes, sit in-
different onlookers. arraturlug and rear
ranging their notes and sharpening their
pencils; he hears the marry chirping of a
bird In tha branches of a tree outside tbe
wtnaow; ne even smues at a witty sauy 01
one ot the callous lawyers near him.

Yet he never for an Instant forgata hit
present situation. That forms the dark
biikTround, of fie mental kalet tossipi on
'wiiicb these varied fancies and pictures are
outlined;. How strong the evidence against
him is he has no need to trouble bitnielf to
consider. It U conclusive damning. Yes,
be can see the Judge's face grow sterner a
be listens, and tha young attorney who has
been constituted Ms defender throws op
his bands hopelessly as the crashing tide ot
fact pours in. At last it was nnlshed, and
now comes the prisoner's chance, so called-Wh-

aa lnnooent awn 'would be doomed
by that defence, though It is the bast the
young fleajrUagofi the law is capable of
auklag. It issoon oyer aad is followed by
trasedng arraignment of tba prosetfu--
tug counsel. iss jaaga-- a asanas to pom
vMaad the Jury's, wdiatsc'sMUty'
taadared wiolesvlag Ik box, eooMati
bat llMte time, and. tbea comas. tba bus)
waish always precedes tba dUrarwg c a
iiatsios npoa criminal.

An unconscious bird sings for a moment
on the window ledge, but Is frightened off
as the solemn tones ot the judge's votes
fall npon the hundreds ot listening ears.
Ere it has winged its flight to the nearest
bough the words hare been spoken, the
trial Is ended, justice is vindicated and a
man has been doomed to years of hopeless,
abject, brutallr.lng. despairing misery.
There is a great confusion as the crowd
disperses. The judge picks up his papers,
a lackey hands him his hat and cane and
ba takes his departure with, a look of vir-
tuous self satisfaction upon his face. The
lawyers who attend such trials for the ex-
perience move off in groups with hardly
curiosity enough to look at the prisoner,
who in his turn is hustled away by bailiffs
eager to get bim off their hands and get
homo to their dinners.

It this had not came there might have
been a reclamation ot a human being and
reparation to society, Justice, however,
has been done, and the world, knowing
nothing of the is satis-d-

I.
And yet, amid all ths confusion, despite

the rough jostling ot unfeeling officers ot
the law, and the audible expressions ot sat-
isfaction of tha mob, the jeers ot some and
the rudeness ot tho irrepressible curiosity
ot others, to which the prisoner is koeuly
sensitive, with him are ever those sad
avfls. the tierfnma of tho roses and the
heart-thrillin- words ot a song, which has
long since ceasea to oe even an ecuo, ex-
cept with him.

cniPTEit HI.
A hidoous monotony of glaring white

walls, dull, black bars, tier upon tier of
narrow, grated cells, and row upon row of
strong iron galleries. The tiers of cells,
rising ons above another, with a gallery
about each, form an inner building in the
cantor of the quadrangle enclosed by the
outer walls of the prison. Long, heavily-barre- d

windows in ths outer walls reach
from tho ground to the roof on two sides,
on the other two the walls are blank.
PliAAttlAd ftnlrl & snli1rl l IsrSflp sssa 4na
whitewashed walls, the rod brick floors
and the grated colls Olors ot damp straw
and ot cheap and not over-cloa- n food in
process of cooking make the atmosphere
stifling. Here ana there a guard lounges
luiy in tne nans, arm every now ana men
a squad of closely-croppe- d

men. out of whoso facas have gone all
trace3 ot manliness, moves with the shuf
fling "locked step" across the corridors,
marshalled by a guard who directs evory
movement bv shrill whistles.

Outside in long, low sheds, ranged along
Dotn siaes oi a yara pavea witn couuie-stone-

other gangs of similar pale-face-

unmanned-lookin- g men, waaring the same
hideous, striped garb, are laboring

in absolute silence under the eyes
of stern taskmasters.

Of what are all these men thinking in
their enforced silence ! Surely they think

the tongue may ba trammeled out who
will essay to bind the thoughtsl Are they
thinking of home of wives perhaps, of
cmiaren, ot irienas low ana vne as cnem-salve-

of past exploits, of future plaus, ot
any of the conntless millions of things of
which men think when free to talk and act
as they please) Doutless they aro. Who
can limit tbe range of their thoughts; who
can begin to picture the visions which float
before tbe mind's eye ot these men as they
toil in silence through the long hours i

Hearts are breaking liare, but who cares)
Who recks ot the mild tumult going on in
many a mind as thoughts blttar, heart-
breaking, dasporate, float back and forth I

The lives here are full of tragedy.
Who knows, for instance, that the indi-

vidual whose identity is lost to all but
himself and tha prison records in the
prison, No. "i,319," isthinkingas he labors
ot a balmy summer night under tbe shadow
of grand tiees, ot the perfume of roses of
a song and a resolution! Yet such thoughts
are ever present with him his sole consola-
tion amli ths horrors ot his surroundings,
his only relief from the monotony of his
daily existence. To-da- y be is thinking ot
them, thinking especially of the resolution
that he would do something to take away
the reproach from the sad eyes that he
feels are constantly watching him. The
dull, unceasing toll by day, the horror of
the scant, dream haunted slumber by
night havo taken away from him much of
tho energy which naturally belongs to
men of his temperament and physique, but
his thoughts to day arouse in him some-
thing ot tho old temper the old aggres-
sive spirit.

He has heard something! In that mys-
terious way in which the dwellers in
prisons where no speech is allowed become
possessed ot information from the outside
world as wall as from their own dreary
world indoors, and make plots and concoct
conspiracies, he has learns t ot a proposed
tmmtr. For days and weeks a plot for a
rising has been hatching among these
miserable creatures. Thev know it may
mean certain death to some of them, in-
creased misery to tho m my, oscapa only'
to a few. Yet they plan In tbe utter
dreariness of their lives any thing that
promises' a changa is welcome. Besides,
there is the chance of success for a few, and
each hopes to be one ot that few, and
furthermore there is a dtsiro for revenge.
"No. i.'ll'J'' has heard all the details ot the
plot. He has not been a party to it other-
wise, but he has boen trusted by the con-
spirators. Ho knows on whom vengeance
is to be wieaked that the warden of the
prison is doomed, and that the rising only
awaits a lavoranie opportunity to make
that detested officer a victim of the e

ot tho conspirators Tho warden
has been a hard taskmaster, relentless.
cruel, a model tyrant with a capacity far
beyond any who preceded him in this insti-
tution for cruel punishments and unneces-
sary severity. Whatever elsa may be done
nis me is to Da saenncea tnai is settiea.
"No. 2.319" knows ot this determination.
and has himself reached one. He would
not be human if he did not wish to see the
rising successful, as far as the escape of
some of bis companions is concerned; but
be is determined that if he can prevent it
murder shall not be done. He means to
save tbe tyrant's life, even at tbe risk of
nis own, ana ty preventing tne consumma-
tion of the convicts' vengeance, save some
ot the other lives which would necessarily
pay the lorieit of tbe carrying out of their
plans. This is to be his reparation this
bis opportunity. To reason with these
men be knows is useless; he will not inform
on them, his only plan is to save the
warden at tbe moment ot the rising. It
will be a desperate undertaking, and tbe
cost his own life. If be should not lose it
in the eaort. tue inevitable revenge of His
comrades, who will deem him a traitor,
makes his speedy death a certainty. Yet
he sees in this an opportunity to save life

an opportunity to make reparation. He
will embrace it. He has nerved himself to
the task before him, and y he feels
that tbe hour 01 trial is at nana.

The afternoon of the short wluter day is
waning, and a storm is erlletitlv cominsr'
up, for it is growing dsi k In the shops. Is
ii some intuitive sause 01 impenaing
trouble that causes the guards in the shop
to Dar mora than usual attention to the
convicts, or is it that they have just begun
tononca itnat someining nas cuangeain
the room within a few minutes! Half an
hour ago tba sounds ot labor alone broke
the stillness. Now the rattle of the ham-
mers and tbe clink ot steel are Interrupted
iu their regularity, and in the intervals a
droning sound, something akin to tbs hum
ot a school room, only lest pronounced, is
heard, punctuated every now and again
with a hissing sound. Looking around on
the busy groups not a lip is seen to move.
The eyes of all are apparently steadfastly
llxed on the work before them, yet the
droning sound continues. Looking still
more closely at ths groups, one oatches
every now and again a sudden stealthy
glance east in the direction ot a gucrov
The convicts are whispering.

'No. 2,318" knows what is going on.
With ears strained he listeas latently.
Meanwhile it is rapidly growing dark.
Tos uneasy guards instinctively gravitate
tomthar and converse In low tones. They

their tha strlued laborers, but1 kuD avas on
m ;-- . . r. . r '' "',ireiueutty gisuee at taeir watcaes, as 11 to
anticipate toe nour tor casual- - taeir
charges securea penipa potts ana pars...

Buddanlv a shrill whistle sounds, and is
twice repeated. Ills the signal for stop
ping wprK, ana is given ny a smau mm-coate- d

wan who sits behind a dsik in tbs
rear ot and overlooking the shop. The,
strictly disciplined workers instantly drop
their tools and tbe work upon which they
are engaged, and with a shuffling step form
into three long lines.' ' The guards grasp
their muskets and take their places at tbe
ends hud near the center of each Una.

Once more tha whistle sounds two notes.
At tbe signal the lines close up until each
man's stomach is pressed against tba back
of tbe man in front of him. Then each
places bis heads on the shoulders ot tbe

precsding Jiiea and waits. For theSan lima tbs small man in tbs bins .coat
signals, only, one note this tlms, and .the
line nearest tba door takes up tbs marph
with tbe peculiar sliding, undulatorr snake
Uke motion of the i'locked-step.- " As to;
taut afterwards1 two whistles cause ths

Has behind to move off, and in. ansther
metswat s a4ra una starts at saa ssaau
otffBSwblstte. ' '

They Ale ont Into the nriaon yard and.
cross it for the distance of about tan rods
towards the main building of the prison.
uounging about in tne yara are ten or n

prisoners engaged at special tasks
with a little mora freedom, than ordinary
convicts. They hardly raise their heads ai
tneir leiiows pass VDem iioa.vae entrance
to the main building a blue coated man
wearing a heavy watch chain and swing-
ing A light switch stands talking to a guard
who leans idly on his musket This man
raises his eyes as tho head of the line ap-
proaches him, but does not mors. The
guards in charge' assume a greater vigi-
lance over the convict, who also recognise
the warden, but make no sign.

It has aulta dark
faces are barely recognisable. Suddenly
there is a little confusion. A man In the
irst lino stumbles and the line It broken.
This man is some distance from the nearest
gnard, who immediately rushes forward to
close up the gap in the line. The head of
the line has, however, gone on, and as the
man stumbled the rear stopped short like a
train of cars suddenly checked. The second
line, which follows iu the track of the first
too closely to be instantly turned out.
stumbles over tbe men in the first line 'and
receives a backward impetus which it com-
municates to the third.

As the lines stop they break, and what at
first seemed accidental turns out to have
been premeditated. Out of the confused
mob naif adozan striped Jackets bound
upon the guards to disarm them. Yells
and curses burst upon the ear. The haad
of the first line has with a rush reached the
wide doors of the main building, nnd the
convicts endearorto force them shut on the
guard Inside. With mad yells others clad
in striped suits rush in a dozen different
directions. Haifa score fling themselves
upon tho blue-coate- d man with the big
watch chain and the guard who leans upon
the musket Both are overborne in the sud-
den rush, and a dozen hands reach for tbe
throat ot tbe warden. He is in desperate
bands, yet, though dazed by the suddeness
of the attack, struggles violently to free
himself, A large revolver is la his pocket,
but it is under him and he can not reach it.
He is at the morcy of his assailants and in
their faces there Is no mercy.

But across tho yard from the secot d line
a form wearing tha hideous prison garb
bounds as soon as that line is broken. It
is a stalwart convict, who makes straight
for the spot where the warden is straggling,
and as he reaches it hurls his fellows aside,
as it he were a giant and they pigmies.
For a moment the warden is free, but
again tbe madmen rush upon him, and this
time his stalwart defender is himself
overborne. Ho fights desperately with
his follows in silence on his part
niul amid n storm of oaths on
theirs, and the warden from whom
the attack has been diverted, availing him-
self of the opportunity, retreats a few
paces and drawing his revolver stands at
bay. The stalwart convict breaks away
from the half-doze- n who hold him and
rushes to throw himself in front ot the
warden. At that instant tbe crack of a
musket rings out, tho flash Is almost in his
face and tbe aim is true, for he leaps into
tbe air, turns half way around and drops
like a stone face downward. A guard has
fired without orders to protect his chief
and picked out the man he took to be the
leader ot the latter's assailants. As the
wounded man falls the mad rush ot his
fellows is checked as if a wall had sprung
up before them. It is but for a moment
their confusion lasts, but before they can
recover from it they ara covered by the
warden's revolver and the muskets of half
a dozen cuards who have bv this time
come to the rescue ot the warden.

"Throw up your hands, boys ; the game's
up," says tha foremost of the gang as he
realizes that tbe least move on his part
means certain death. Three or four of his
companions spurn the dead body before
them with their feet, and hiss, "Curse the
traitor," but seeing that they have been
touea ran oacx.

The other parties who had engaeed in
assaults upon the guards seam to have
been repulsed without the firing of a sin-
gle shot and a few who havo been cap-
tured With oaths the guards are driving
them into tbe most secure corner of the
prison yard, and in a few moments all are
penned in like a flock of sheep.

It is now so dark that faces are indis-
tinguishable, but at the point of the bay-
onet the convicts aro once more marshalled
into lines, marched into the inner prison
building and locked supperless in their
cells The tmeute is ended.

Ont on the stonos in the nrlson vard a
form in a striped suit lies stiffening in a
dark pool. The sullen sky bends down to
the dreary stone walls of the enclosure,
and a few flakes of snow quiver iu the air.
While the guards are marching the prison-
ers into g no one comes
to look at this man, the one vic-
tim of the uprising, but when the
insubordinate convicts aro safely housed
two men bearing a stretcher and a third
carrying a lantern come out to remove the
body. They turn it over, and the dark
blood wells forth from a 'hole in the side
and reddens the snow sprinkled cobble-stone- s

of the yard. When they lift it on
the stretcher the eyes stare up in their
faces, but the features of the dead man are
tranquil.

"Who is ho!" queries one, and tbe one
with the lantern, holding the light close to
tbe body, reads from the breast of tbe'
hideous striped jacket "Number 2,31U."

An official report 011 the tmeute
will say that iu auelllnir it." convict No.
'i,31U" assisted and perhaps sayed the
warden's life, but was unfortunately shot
by mistake, this being the only' casualty.
iituitff vuuyitt tit ..,. it ufYiymt.

TOUGH WORK.

Impressions of a Scribe Who llappeneit to
rtvu Farmer Shue.

To,witn.ns. a farmer sliavo is 0110 of
the most painful opcrutlous ever -il

outside of ilowiirlght butcliory.
For scimo le.ison awar beyond tho
depth of pi'o?e:it knowledge, tha mail
who nrpaas tne country nnvays lias a
beard like a uuw lull' brush and' ho
never could lc 1111 how to sharpen a
razor.

Ho Efts 011 tho back stoop with his
shaving utuusiK ami after rubbing the
r.i.or over the strap in nn awkward
fashion, until what3ver trace of edge
it may have had lias boon destroyed,
ho hiings up his broken glass and takes
a position alongside of tho kitchen
door wlure tho old lady will be suiv to
jostle his arm when she goes out to
empty her uish-wato- r.

Wit n a brush that nas btu little
handle remaining he manages some-
how to stir up a lot of lather from roap
that would raise a blister on the bottom
of a boy's foot iu dog days, with which
be coats 1111 face till noun 11 s mit ills
eyes and tho back of his head are vlsl- -
ible. With a cob dipped in warm water
he goes over the stubble with a rigor
that makes the flesh creep, until ho
feels that all the reasonable precau-
tions for comfort In Jthe subsequent op-

erations have been taken.
Taking up the razor and looking at

It suspiciously, ovetLthp , top of his
glasses, I13 runs -- hts thumb alon; the
edge, falls to draw blood a he' had
nopeu, ana then witn a sign me tear-
ing town in a harry, he grabs himself
by the nose, shuts Ills eyes and glrtu.a
scrape that make his hair, stand on end
as a bunch of beard seems to'comd out
by the roots.

But once at it a tsrribh desperation
seems, to nerve hlmaad with toethset
he goes right 6u with' r, determination
to got the agoayoVer w soon as po's-- i
Bible. Howls of 'woo break front him
powiand then, as, jin expression jtljat
poisons lifo steals oyer his face and
stays there till the-la- st nerve has,been
nulled nut nf nntbet br that terrible
ra-o- and the last bit o( stubblo Itks
been laid low, when with a sigh' of re-
lief, hn strikes' tin a-- ' hymn or thanks'
giving, and joyfully throws his sharing'
paper into the swill "barrel near by,
Western Plowman. -
, . . iPrince Bistraxck has eventy-il- x

decollations, but " ? h i prc-ade- r

of a little ailrer mesial 'which "was
flreta, him for rescuing a soldier from

while lie'a faubLieute-j,-aatl- n

a oayalry regtnar tnaa,ofa
the rest put together.

FOE SUNDAY BEADING.

INDIFFERENCE.
The promises of God am past our dreaming,

Tbero la no ond to His fair works and ways;
Creative love Is one with love redeeming.

And erery thine He does Is full of praise.

He spreads Ills dome-lik- e mercy alt around
US)

We can not ret away from His embrace:
We bide ourselves, and lot His love has found

Earth has no corner but Is full of rraoe.
He, In tho mazes of Ufa's wondrous rarden.

Ilea's with our hearts in mysteries of His
own.

Brightens 'the gloom, or softens what would
t harden, .

Speaks from the burning bush or silent
tone.

But we have grown accustomed to the bless-
ings

Which tangle and entwine us day by day;
We take for granted our dear (Jod s caress-

ing s,
Nor heed the beauty strewn upon our way.

Hie very mercy almost scandalizes.
It lies like common dust beneath our feet-H-e

Is so prodigal with His surprises
That we at last hat e failed to think them

sweet, ,
We take a discount from His loving kindness.

And weigh It In the scales of common sense;
Wemodoralo His light to suit our blindness,

And hear His truth with cool indifference.

While He, in patient pity nnd endur'nsv
Pours out His Heaven upon thestorld for

us;
Yen, spends Himself to purchase tho secur-

ing
Of men who have the heart to trust Him

thus!
-j-Sunctny IfntKulne.

THE LAW OF GROWTH.

The True Conception of Kurthly Living
and, Expansion.

Nothing can.be said of a man mora
hopeful or inspiring thnu that ho is
growing; nothing can bo said more
dispiriting and hopeless than that ho
has ceased to grow. It is tho common
ambition of all earnest men and wom-
en that tho years as they pass shall
add to their interior wealth: that in-

stead of robbing them of joys, and pos-
sessions, and capacities, these same
wiftfooted and silent ycars shall bring

to them now strength, new capacities,
new receptivities, new accumulations
of power and happiness. Looked at
from the unspiritual side, lifo shows
little but wastefulness. The tide of
ritality rises in each for a few years,
pauses for another brief, space of time,
and then begins to recede, leaving one
weakened and despoiled. Looked at
from the spiritual side, life is In-

finitely inspiring, because it shows
alongside tho ebb of tho physical
forces the inflow of the spiritual forces,
until at last ono sees that his lifo is a
nooio commerce Dy wmcii tne material
is exenangcu lor tne spiritual, tne
earthlr for the heavenly and the tem
poral for tho eternal.

There is no finer type of this process
than that which erery treo presents.
It sinks its roots deep into tho soil; the
greater its power of resisting tho tem-
pest tho deeper its roots must pene-
trate into tho earth, until at last the
treo becomes invincible in its struggle
against the elements. So must every
human life be that develops this noble
principle of growth it must sink its
roots deep and send them far into tho
rich soil out of which it springs.
Formerly the religious man separated
himself from his time and his genera-
tion; earthly opportunities and re-
sponsibilities wire regarded as so
many temptations to lead one away
from tho rision of Heaven; contact
with men presented only so many op- -

fiortunities of becoming dcliled and
And so the hermit

sought the desert or the cell, that he
might dedicate himself to what lie re-
garded as he work of his lifo. But a
nobler nnd truer conception of man's
life in the world has entered into tho
thoughts of men. It is seen that ho is
the truest saint who does not' lire
apart, but, lives broadly and richly and
nobly among his fellows. The great-
est of all ..eachers did not frequent des-

erts, and live iu the caverns of tho
mountains, but identified Himself as
no other man'has ever done with tho
'whole range nnd sweep of human ex
perience, ills own time nna Wis own'
generationifurnishcd the opportunities
through which He manifested the Di-

vine spirit which wus in Him. There
was no highway so crowded that Ho
did not pass through it, there was no
home so lowly that He did not knock
at Its door, there was ho fallen man or
woman-s- debased Uhrtt His Divine
compassion did not seek' them out. He
only has begun to grow, who has seen
this great truth and set his life in har-
mony with it. Tho true saint
is the'man'wha does not look back anil
mournover a nobler past, or forward
and dream of a diviner future, but wlfo
sends his thought to seek the best that
is iu Ills own generation, who opens
his heart most constantly ijnd widely
to tho needs of his'own time, and who
uses his hands most untiringly for the
service of the hour. He onl 'ifuds God
who linds Him now and heic, nnd he
only llhds richncs-- ) of lifo and' the full-
ness of its "growth who finds himself
bound by erery ay rapathy and every
thought and eri'ryfserr ice 'to .his own
age, and determined to fed all that it
feels, to think' nil that it thinks, and to
do all that it demands.

But tbe tree does more than sink its
roots into tho soil; it lifts its trunk
heavenward, nnd spreads its branches
that every leaf may drink m sunlight
and moisture' in order Hint it may re-- ,
reive from the atmosphere and the sky
nourishment and strength, which the
earth can not furnish. Ho is it with
verv true life; it stands bound to its

iige and generation, hut it lifts itself
Hearcnward'that It mar recelrodi-rectl- y

and personally the continual' in-

flow oli God's unbroken revelation of
truth, and that it may receive also the
spiritual impulse and power which, de-

scend from the upper sky,. The mindtthat is closed against new truth ,has
begun ' to die. He only 'truly
lives Who expects every day
renewal of the personal revelation of
God's presence ,in the world, and. of
God's purpose in human life. Jo him
erery dawn-bring- s not only a new 'day
of work, but a new day of truth. He
expects each year to' know" more aud
know better what life. is and ism tf?

When botli these elements arc com-
bined in a human' life growth Is jne li-

able. Tho man who is 'ope'ri to every"
neod of his generation, ond open to
tho truth which God Rends iu response
to that demmaV'can nb more'avoid the
expansion rf. bis life and the Increase
'of nis'strenrth than the healthful tree
can "arold Increased girth and wider
sweep' of shade as it rootage sinks"
'deeper and its boughs spreaa" further.
Such an one will haye not only the su-

preme consolation ot- - feeling
ot dis-

covering in himself from time to time
fresh Bw3itf6ns of power, the 'opening
of newipsKceptions; the birth of new
sathriaWs; but he wlH bave' also

4 Joy o those great and
'sustaining consolations whloh an
tbe reward, of suoh .true living. He
will b able to look Us trials and, sor

- "? 4 sac"zr awMwariaiwaaaiiww'

rows In the face, and .to feel that each'
ante of them comes as n minUterins?
spirit dlsguisedifor tho moment to lead '
him on to some new wealth of spiritual
acnieremenu no win ne ddic to iook
tho darker mysteries of life in the face,
and to feel that in these God's purpose
lies' concealed, and that through them
as through the 'clouds tbe sun wlll
break br and bv on a world that has '

been refreshed and fertilized. "And"
he will fed as ho looks Into the J

future that every new crisis that
Is to conic to bim Individually, or
every new 'crisis that is to come to
society at large, will be met by a cor-
responding increase of strength. . Al-

ready, as men look over tho turbulent
elements in the world, they seem to
hoar the rise of that wind which is to
shake the treo of lifo to its very foun-
dations. But those who have grasped
tho principle of growth know that ns
tho wind rises in power the tree gains
also in resistancc.'that as the new peril
comes another and nobler training
comes with it, which prepares both tho
individual and tho raco for tho hour, of
darkness nnd of difficulty, Each gen-
eration, by the Inevitable growth of so-

ciety, is tittcd for its peculiar respon-
sibilities and perils. , If th,ese multiply,
so do the sources.of strength; if these
deepen in perplexity, so do thti sources
of resistance; so that no crisis can ever
come to the man or to society which
will not lind both the man and society
equipped for tho new conflict w hlch ft
inaugurates.

In' this thought ot growth there lies
also the noblest of all prophecies of
the future. There is no conception of
Heaven so alluring and Inspiring to
noble souls ns that'which involves their
unbroken and untrammcled growth in
nobleness, in spirituality and in power
to cnterinto great thoughts land Into
great life. Tho thought of rest is
pleasant nnd consoling, but it does not
inspire llko tho thought of activity. He
only has gained tho deeper and truor
conceptions of HeaVen who looks for-
ward to it, not as place of repose, but
as a place of intonsc and eternal

without exhaustion, without
hindrance, without 'death. Christian
Union. 1

DOING' GOOD.

The Fruits by Which the Christ tan Is
Known,

Tho word which best designates- - the
Christian character is consecration.
That is its first fruit, because it is, its
best definition. Of Christ wo aro told,
flrst negatively, that Ho pleased hot
Himself. Then we arc told affirmative-
ly that He went about doing good.
The two together, nnd
j0ng g00 to others, make up the

u8impTCl grand quality of Christian con-
secration

We suppose there never wa5 a case
of Christian conversion in which tho
first evidence of it was not tho desire
to do good. Tho first question asked
by Saul of Tursus v. us: "Lord, what
wilt Thou hare mo to doP" Asking"
that question transformed him into the
Apostlo Paul, into tho Missionary, tlio
Sent One;' for tho Word apostle means
missionary, or sent. And the

of modern apostles bac been
stirred by this samo enthusiasm of con-
secration to doing good,' and havo held
themselves strenuously to this service,
and have won its crown.

There is no mvstorr abo'ttt tbis trans
formation beyond what comes rn'tlio
mnuonco 01 loity motives weicomcu to
the soul. The consecration to such
scrvico is most natural and reasonable.
Jt is unnatural only'nsi sin and selllsh- -
iiess nave maae nature 1tse111111nu1nr.11.
1A man's own conscience bids hits do
good. Every other man's conscience
approves it God commands it 1,'uo
example of the love of Christ enforces
it. Toe " spirit, of, God impresses it.
Then the soul nccepts the dntv. and
finds a happiness higher than it had
over before known, oven In hard serv-
ice of going good

Here are the fruits by which' the
Christian is known. This it is by
which erery one shall be judged. It is
not universal aud,niiscellaneous un-

directed , gpod doing that will be re-
quired of us; but good doing in the,
uarrow directions for which our facul-
ties lit vts'f and of which wo'aro capable.
We can not do all good. Christ did
not. Ho only did'tbo good that lay
before Him, and didnot hasten oft' to
spread His mercies prematurely! over
tho world, He.leftsomethingforitw to;
do. And to each of us He has left His
special task of goo'd doing. Wo' jshall
not lind it ''difficult to discover what it
is if wo roallV hare tho consecration of
heart. JV. Y. Independent. 1

'm

CHOICE EXTRACTS. "

Verily, it is tho Inzy man that keeps
a careful record ot (tho little failings of,
his neighbors! Reuben Steel:

Hope is like 'the wing of an angel,
soaring Up to Heaven, bearing'' our
prayers to the throne of grace. Jeremy
Taylor,

Man without religion is the creat.
ure of circumstances; but religion .is
above all circumstances, and will 1 ft
him up above them. Archdeacon Hard.

The fruits of pure rel:gion and.un-defllc- d,

are all of one sort, all good..
There is no evil in iL The man, then,
who seeks' for it, as for silver, gold, and
the choicest hidden treasures, provl'S'
himself the man' of truest wisdom. Ar.

Y, fJiulfpemknt, .

1 nm more and mora sure, by ex-
perience that tho reason for the observ-
ance , of the Sabbath lies deep in the,
everlasting necessities bf man's! nature,
and that' as long as' man Is man,' the
blessedness Of keeping' Hi not as' a day
of rest only,, but as a day,, ofpldtual
rcsc.pWiii, never, oe annuiieu, r, H .

God made both' tears'nnd lauelibpr!.
and both for kind"'purposcs; ,for
lautrhte'r enables mirth and'surorUefo
breatbe'freelyi'so tears enable sorrow I

to rent itself patiently. Tears hinder
sorrow from becoming despair' and
madness, and laughter is one of, tho
privileges of reason, being continsd to
thchuraan species. Leigh Hunt. t ,

There js but pne "true, .retil ,ajd
right fe for, rational emgs;;pnly one
life worth living, and worth living! ,i
this worjd or, any, other ljfe, past, press
ont and to come, and that, is the 'ctet
nal life. whlvlMwas before all worlds.
and which will be after all are passes!
away-.andt- hat is neither mace otJless
than a good life; a life of good feelings,'
good , ftourhU;i good .(words, good
deeds the lifo of Christ aud of Godl- -

Charlea JGnafsfay. incilii ''i'
A Jadjclous tits'.1 iiW

"Tiie longer t'llve tbe Morel apT cer-
tain that the great diHtcd'De,wen'
men between' the feeble,' and 'tie now;
erful, the great fri the inlgiHcs!nt.
is Merrvi Invincible 'determination.' a

saaaiMa.'ila,A'llwu1 V.WJ stl. &aa JaaIL'a

and n6 talents, no clrcamsUn&es. no.
opportupitlM will mk.fj ,bj qm Ma
VWSWtU WlBBVUt IV,

JirjEtiTHkvVt)lUk Vlr?E.R

International Handay-Seho- nt Lesson for
r -- i'- , September li SS ' '
ISpeolnlly arranged from S. a Quarteriy.1
John 15; 116; commit, srersss , ,i t am the True Vine, and My Father Is the

Husbandraau.
X. Kvnrv brannh In Mb that bearcth.not

fruit Hetaketh'awsyi 'nnd evory branm thnt
pearoin iruiu ne purgein 11, inai ii may
lirliis- - forth tahro fruit "
.1S.S0W ye (are,, clean Uirou(h theWotd
which I havo snoken unto ou.

ill Abide in Me and I m you ARthabrancn
can not bear fruit nf Itself, except It, abide In
the vine; no more call ye, exoepl yd abldo In

6."l'am tho Vine, vo art tite branches: He
that abldath In Mei and I in him.- - the same

4iMiuatb ..forth, muolt frulUilorsWlUout Jlo
je can ao nomine

S. If a man abide not In Me, ho Is cast forth
a a branch, and is Withered; and men gather
them, and cast them into the Are, and they ara
burned. , , ,

7. If ye abido In Me, and My words abide In
you, ye shall ask what yo will, and It shall be
done unto you. ! I

8. Herein Is My Father glorified, that ye
oear muun iruu; so snail ye do My aisuipies.

fl. As tho Father hath lo veil Me, so havo 1

loved voui conllnnn n In Mv tnve.
10. If i o keen Mv commandmnnts. ye Shall

abldo In My love: eVnn.as I have kept My
father's commandments, and abide lrt His
love. .

11. These things havo T spoken unto you.
that My Joy might remain in ou, and that
yourjoy might be full.

12 This Is my commandment;, That ye lovo
one another, as I havo loved ou.

13. Greater love hath no man than this, that
a man lay down his lifo for his frlonds.

14. Ye are My friends. If yo do whatsoever I
command you.

15. Henceforth I call you not servants; for
tne servant unowetn not wnat nis iora noetn:
but I have called you friends; for all things
that I havo hoard of; My, Father I havo mane
known uniojou.

11. Yo have not chosen Mo. but I have
chosen you, and ordained you, thnt ye should
go and bring forth fruit and that your fruit
snouia remain; inai wnarsoever yc snau asa
of the Father In My name, He may giro It
you. j 1

Time Thursday evening,) April 6, ten or
eleven ovclock, 'Immediately after the last
lesson. ;

Place An upper room in Jerusalem.
CiRcrmsTANcts At the' close of the last

chapter, the whole""company .arose and
prepared to leave the room: but Jesus had
more to say,, and while they were standing,
He spoko chops. 15 and 16, and uttered tha
prayer in chap. 17. "

Helps ovekHahd Places 1. Tnie tine:
the source of life to all HU dlsoiples.

the founder and owner of the
vine, who' cares for it and whose Is the
fruit 3. Kvery branch! each , individual
Christian, each church, is a branch. J'urg-tthi- t:

cleahseth it, by pruning, by taking
away any insects or fungus that hinders
it, by culture, by new life. Bo Jesus does
with His disciples. He gives, new life,
trains and teaches, and removes whatever
hinders fruit-bearin- 4. Abide tn 'Me: by
believing, by loving,- -' by communion, by
obedience, by studying His Word. 5. Much
fruit: the fruits are a holy character, good
lite, noble deeds, the conversion of others,
tho world made better. 7.' Aik what ye Kill,
etc. : this promise is to those who nbide in
Jesus, and live according to His Word, for
Btich 'will ask what is right and, wise.
9. Continue ye in JT) tote: by obedience
(v. 10). 11. My joyr Joy of doing good,
of loving, of free, healthy 'activity, of
communion with Hod, ofi faith and
submission, of; Heaven and all its
.dolights. This answers many ot the ob-
jections that are made to religion. (1) One
says that religion is sour and gloomy, driv-
ing men out ot every temple of pleasure
with a whip ot small cord, and posting
"no trespassing here" against every field
of delight. Tbe artswer is i "My joy in you,
and your Joy full." (3) Another 'says:
You aro continually talking of the happi-
ness of religion. It is merely another form
of selfishness. The answer is: Christ's joy
in us.

,
(3) Others say : Your joy is won-

derful, but it does not end ure a mere pass-
ing cloud, or mornliig dew. The answer
is: Christ's joy, which endures forever, and
which remains iu His disciples. 12. Thh is
Ml commandment tho great universal law
of His Kingdom. That yt love one another:
being all branches, of the same'vine, the
same life flows through all; all have a
similar ' nature, andf that nature like
Christ's,' which both' loves, and attracts
love. At I hare loved you: with the- same
unselfish, warm,, personal, devoted love as
He feels toward them. This is the meas-
ure of their lovo-t- o one another. How had '

Christ loved them) This verse is tne an-
swer., 13. Greater love hath no man than thif
no' mere man can show greater love to his
friends. It does not say that tbis is the
highest manifestation of lovo. For that is
in giving His lite for His enemies iRom. 5:

iThat a man .'! doten hie life for hh
friend): beware of reading thls'as, though
laying down the life were equivalent to
dying. To die for a ti iend is not tbe gi eat-e-

manifestation ot love; 'to live for him,
by consecrating tbe whole life to him, is
far greater. 15- - Heticeforth I en'l,jou not
ienantt: they wore to do His will; but not
in a servile manner; because they must, or
merely from a sense of duty, t t '
, FXev twr P t f am tha Vina wa & f1.&UIUUUU., AUA. a HUB WUW .UV. JVOUD HUB,

Central Truth Abldlnc in Christ is
'the source of the Christian lifo, Its fruits
and blessings. ,1 ,

PRACTICAL SCOOESTIONS,
1. Much Fruit sbowd'OVthat tbey who

bear; much fruit, are like Christ. (3) It
shows that they abide in Him, or they
could not bear sacb fruit (3) It shows
that they have- learned of Him. (4) It
shows that they obey Him.. By" tbe much
fruit men would 4ake knowledge of them.

(that they had 'been with Jesns, 'and tbey
woiuo nave assurance iu;vaemseire mat
they were.Hls disciples, and were becom-
ing more and Snore completely His. 3. The
toy of Christ. This joy is (1) tbe Joy,of a
free activity in doing right, like the joy of

jov of' doing .good, of self-deni- for
others! M4) TbVjoy of perfect faith in
wise, and every
thing to His can. (5) Joy in the con-
scious love ef God to 'us, communion and
friendship with Him,, (ti)Tho joy Dflov-i- ng

others. (7) The joy ot aeelug others,
saved. 8 The joy of, yiojry.
(W In J the' end, outward delights,
ant, pleasures , to,, correspond with,
the Inward joy. 3. Ihm may w abide fa Jhmf
(1) By faith; (2) by communion with Him;
(8) by atoiag His will; (4) by doing alt with
right motives for Hi sake;, (5) by loving
Hun; (5 by tbe means off grace, the word
ot Oosjsrayer, the Babbaih. V How may
m have Aim mblde with ust (1) By opening
tbe doer of our hearts ; (2S by receiving- - tba
Holy Spirit; (8) 'by putting away all that
is reWMr to HlmilT) byyleWing to.HU
.impulses. & Every traa"i Curistisa,"Tl will-at sustains

" is sat u''
i Them not nuter'aw at hand,
aays' the San Francisoo AltaU form
prods opinions in relation tothaofreot

jWhteh environment has produced on the--'
.Callforalans of th"tlrst eeaeratlon.
.Tsmrit has caused, a

limm WbA'dnnklatl. tlheArvasinc. -
astabUih that th young .ciWorla t

ia C, ,thaq.)hi
iasWwusins,' lEsf he fijaioitE.

Iperate snd afSoaafae tiBaW'mWfofc- - '
"knrinVis Ijsw'oadrinastlbttf 'The Bred- -' '
ecasors of the .onearsi tonCaHfornla J

spere the flteHiUTji t&ettiunfta,,,
race. But n--ost marked characteristics
will, be dorf&tfed,.n tho, second g;

)!. . i.u .1

' "THf wrtteai&hte'girlsbf 'Fift'n are--'

nne havo Bew'fooJt'of'andacity in
writes the HewiYork.

ioWei o Telia the!rnpets by (tactful
fcWg;'c7beleaby'them; but'bw'the

baHowho deakes to keep a little , ahead)
oli theigencral procession inttyllshnesst

. leU(.b,ar,dpg go loose. Tbenljtt,he wan-He- ra

off. aba atona at II. lifts. her. Drette
L head high. 'purses her lips bewltchlnglyj

Crl hw m poe.al all,'usderstoo- -. by her
and this amounts in sons hutano

to ftbir of ausio from .some opera,"

Y
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